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I’ve woken up with burns, bite marks, and wrists and ankles chafed from rusted iron shackles.  I’ve 
come to, my body dripping blood from dozens of long gashes from whips and lashes.  My joints 
ache constantly thanks to not one, but two different times spent on a rack.

Nightmares aren’t real, right?  You wake up and it was all a dream?  Not for me.  I’ve got the 
scars to prove it.

How?  Well, it’s like this.

We all have our little oddities.  Quirks.  Things that set us aside from everyone else.  Mother 
refused to sit in any of the left pews at church.  She never ate apples, raw or cooked.  And, she 
spurned the colour purple.  She swore it attracted cats, to which she claimed she was allergic.

I doubted that since she played bridge at Pollyanna Fields’ house every Friday, and Mrs Fields 
had three chinchillas.

Father never used toothpaste.  Gargling with salt water was good enough for him, thank-you 
very much.  He mowed the lawn twice a week, even in the summer when it was brown and didn’t 
grow.  He also hated the letter F, probably because he couldn’t pronounce it properly, having rotten 
front teeth.

I’d have been called Felix if it wasn’t for that.  My life would have at least begun a little 
normally.  As it turned out, the older I got, the less my name mattered.  I had bigger worries.

I was, and still am, a cursed bastard.  I’m not a bastard in the “He’s one lucky bastard,” kind of 
way.  Mother slept around, and I’m the result.

After the war, a Romani clan bought a house not far from ours.  Nobody lived there 
permanently, though older clan members, women particularly, stayed longer.  One ancient gypsy 
woman who was staying there often had different members of her clan drop by.

Some stayed for a day or so.  Some stayed for months.  My biological father and his much 
younger new bride, (whom he’d bought as a virgin at some bizarre annual Romani clan festival 
somewhere in Eastern Europe,), came to visit for only a few weeks.  It didn’t take that fellow long 
to get to know the neighbours.

When his wife found out, wow.  That was quite the kerfuffle in our neck of the woods in 
Nineteen-forties Gloucester.

Apparently, three elderly women from the clan came in and held some sort of ceremony.  They 
cursed the straying husband, my mother, and while I was still just a newly-fertilised egg inside her 
belly, me.

The young bride, a mere child according to Father, came over to my parents’ house wearing 
only the bloodstained slip she’d worn on her wedding night.  Father didn’t seem to remember her 
saying anything to him, but he did say she stared at him for what seemed like an hour.  Then she 
went back home and he never saw her again.  The next day, the whole lot of them, except for the 
unfaithful husband, were gone

He stayed in that old lady’s house, getting sicker and sicker every day.  He’d developed some 
sort of nasty disease which ate away at his organs, starting with the external ones.  Ick.  Father only 
saw his face a few times as the cancer grew.  One could only guess at what happened to the parts of 
his anatomy he used to create me.  He didn’t last long much longer.



After the Lothario died, Mother’s hair fell out, forcing her to wear those god-awful wigs.  Then 
her skin lost its normal healthy pink tone.  When I was born, she was forced to stay in hospital for 
weeks after.  The doctors were convinced she was ill.  They ran every test they could think of.  
Eventually they let her out, with a huge collection of vitamins she was supposed to take every day.

Nothing worked.  Her skin became prematurely wrinkled and sallow.  Her flesh seemed to hang 
from her bones as if the skeleton within was shrinking, even though her height remained the same.  
She died the day I turned eighteen.

As for me?  Well, I copped it the worst.  From the day Mother died, on the eve of every new 
lunar year, and the night after, whenever I fall asleep, she comes.  My Nightmare.  Nightmare as in 
ghostly hag that comes in the night.

I should re-phrase part of that.  She comes back.

I recognised her the first time she drifted through my wall to the foot of my bed.  She has 
Mother’s face, but the rest of her is certainly not what I imagined she looked like when young and 
at her prettiest.

She has the kind of almost sculpted body that would land her centre page in any adult magazine.
Then there are the horns, bat-like ears, wicked, barbed wings, a spiked tail, and a mouthful of fangs.
She’s pale bluish green, and gleams with some unholy wantonness.  She’s always naked, and smells
like fruity chocolate.  Her eyes glow dark red as if she’s spent eternity staring into the fires of hell.

She has talons instead of fingers.  Her feet, like the rest of her body, are dainty, unlike the 
hammer-toed, bunion-ed flat paddles she used to have.  She wears impossibly high heels of the kind
Mother used to swear were the trademarks of whores.  Worst of all, as much as it disgusts me to my 
core, she ignites a sickening stirring in my loins.

Sometimes, she’s armed with hideous, rusted weapons, dripping with blood and gore.  Other 
times, she’s unarmed, but either way, the lure she radiates is more deadly than any scythe.

When she comes to me, my whole body locks up.  I can’t even scream.  The only parts of me I 
can move are my eyes.  Another part of me reacts to her alluring presence, much to my shame and 
embarrassment, but that usually subsides when she reaches through my body into my chest.

It hurts.  Oh, God, it hurts when she takes me.  It even hurts when I’m completely free of my 
flesh-and-blood body.

She always takes me to a different hell, or part of the only one.  I can never tell.  It’s always 
different.

So far, I’ve been lucky.  I’m twenty-six.  I’ve been through this eleven times.  Somehow, I’ve 
always managed to fight my way free, find the spot where my Nightmare brought me through, so I 
can return and re-possess my body.

The spot, or portal, or whatever it is, is never hard to find.  It’s invisible, but I can feel it as if 
it’s another sort of gravity.  The closer I get, the more it pulls me toward it.  Unless, of course, 
Mother is close enough to exert her power to compel me in another direction.  That’s happened a 
few times too, but so far I’ve managed to escape.

Yet I’ve never come back unscathed.  I’ve fought demons, ghouls, and all manner of things–
things which bear no resemblance to any living thing on this Earth.  All teeth, claws, and foul, evil 
hunger.

In hell, there is no food.  All the beings trapped there can eat are the flesh and souls of those 
unlucky enough to be sent, or in my case, dragged, there.  Only my wits and desperation have saved
me so far.  That’s my only advantage over the horrors I face each time.

I’m no mere phantom when I’m in hell.  A soul cannot really be contained without some sort of 
vessel.  There, I feel and appear every bit as living as I do on Earth.  Though I have a body, it is 



more spirit than flesh.  Still, it can bleed, and it can die.  If that ever happens, my earthly body will 
die also, and I will be trapped in that hell forever.

In hell, there is no hope, and where there is no hope, there is no invention.  The beings there that
would predate upon me have long-since lost their ability to think new thoughts.  Many cannot even 
conjure up ways to dig themselves free of the simple pits in which they’re trapped.

When such monsters from the dankest depths of pain take bites out of your soul, the flesh 
suffers the wound as well.  The flesh might heal somewhat, but the soul never does.  Every morning
when I wake afterward, I’m weaker.  Hollower.  I don’t know how long I’ll survive, but I have to 
try.

All caught up?  Disgusted?  You cannot be more than me.
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